Edwin   Is razed as bare as Troy. We cannot return,
Muir   And shall not see the kingdom of our heirs.
These beasts are mortal, and we who fall so lightly,
Fall so heavily, are, it is said, immortal.
Such knowledge should armour us against all change,
And this monotony. Yet these worn saddles
Have powers to charm us to obliviousness.
They were appointed for us, and the scent of the
ancient leather
Is strong as a spell. So we must mourn or rejoice
For this our station, our inheritance
As if it were all. Thisplainall. This journey all.